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CATULLUS: OF THE BOY AND THE CRIER

WITH a fair boy a crier we behold.

What should we think, but he would not be sold ?

PORTIUS LICINIUS

IF you are Phoebus' sister Delia, pray

This my request unto the Sun convey:

O Delphic god, I built thy marble fane,

And sung thy praises with a gentle cane;

Now, if thou art divine Apollo, tell                        5

Where he whose purse is empty may go fill.

THE VERSES OF SENECA FROM CLEAKTHES

PARENT and Prince of Heav'n, O lead, I pray,

Where'er you please; I follow and obey.

Active I go, sighing if you gainsay,

And suffer bad what to the good was law.

Fates lead the willing, but unwilling draw.             5

QUINTUS CATULUS

As once I bade good morning to the day,
O' th' sudden Roscius breaks in a bright ray:
Gods, with your favour, I 've presum'd to see
A mortal fairer than a deity.

"BLANDITUR PUERO SATYRUS"

WITH looks and hands a satyr courts the boy,
Who draws back his unwilling cheek as coy.
Although of marble hewn, whom move not they?
The boy ev'n seems to weep, the satyr pray.

FLORIDUS: OF A DRUNKARD

PHCEBUS asleep forbade me wine to take:
I yield; and now am only drunk awake.

THE Ass EATING THE ^ENEIDS

A WRETCHED ass the ^neids did destroy:
A horse or ass is still the fate of Troy.